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But there is M»r dake , Vernon, L, Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord oi Worceftcr ,&x\h a head 
Of gallant warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

Zlrch. And i'o there is, but yet the King hath drawne 
The fpeciall head ofall theland together. 

The Prince of VP ales. Lord John ofLancafter, 

The nobl tWeftmerland, and warlike Blunt ; 

And many mo Coriuales, and deare men 
Of eftimation, and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he flialbe well oppos d. 
Arch. I hope no Idle; yet, needfull tls to feare, 

And to preuent the wor ft, Sir Michell, fpeed : 

For if Lord Percy thrive not ere the King 
DifmilTc his power, he meanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard t)f our confederacy 
And t’is butwifedometo make ftrongagainft him : 
Therefore make hafte, Inauft goe write againe 
To other friends, and fo farewell, Sir Michell. Exeunt, 

Enter the King , Prince of Wales, Lord Iohn of Lane after , Earie 
ofWeftmerland, ftr Waiter Blunt, and Fa/ftaljfe. 

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere, 

Aboue yon buskie hill, the day lookc s pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Prinee. TheSoutherne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes. 

And by hollow whittling in the leaues, 

Foretels atempeft and a bluftering day. 

King. Then with the lofersletitfimpathize,. 

For nothing can feeme foule to thofe that winne. 

TheTrumpetjounds . Enter Worcefter. 

King . How now my Lord of Worcefter? t’is notweil, 
Thatyou and Iffiould meet vpon fuch tearmes, 


And comes not in, oucr-ntMc by Prophecies, 

I feare the power of Percy is too weak c, 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King. 

SirM, Why, my good Lord, you need not feare, 
There is Dowgias, and Lord Mortimer, 




Benry the Fourth * 

As now wemeete. You haue deceiude our trufl. 

And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 

To crufli our old vneafielims in vngentle Steele : 

This is not well, my Lord, this is notweil. 

What fay you to it? will you againe vnknit 
This churlilh knot ofall abhorred warre ! 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue a fairc and naturall light. 

And be no morean exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Ofbroched mifehiefe to the vnbornetimes ? 

Wor, Heare mee,my Liege : 

For mine owne part, I could be well content 
To entertaine the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hourcs : For I proteft, 

1 haue not fought the day of this diflike* 

King, You haue not fought it.* how comes it then? 

Falf. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 

‘Prince, Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor, It pleafde your Maiefty toturne yourlookes 
Offauour, from my felfe, and allourHoufe - t 
And yet 1 mutt remember you my Lord-* 
Wewerethefirft anddeareft ofyour friends, 

Foryou, my Staffe of office did I breake, 
lnMkhardt time, and ported day and night, 
Tomeeteyou on theway,and kifle your hand. 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I ; 

It was my felfe, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. You fworc to vs. 

And you did fweare that Oath at Dane after, 

Thatyou did nothing of purpofegainft the ftate, 

Nor claime no further, then your new falne right, 

The featc of Gant, Dukedome of Lane after, 

T o this, we fweare our ayde : but in ffiort fpace 
It raind downe Fortune ihow ring on your head, 
Andfucha floudofGrcatneircfell on you. 
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